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Haunted Palace," which in intense.

the power of the9e dozen poems is ™dl™"" over those ,ho ad.it th«r va   en -of ideas, fteir
8
. ota8teuetion here shown, A. poetac a^t
9 to him as was Prosperc , , ,to
-ow with the eye to see and the heartd on the fingers. To the world, indeed, lie is the genius of one poem only, " The Raven; " •unless, to support his name, the fame of " The Bells " and of «tTlalume " be added. There is no occasion to examine either these three or any others of the dozen that avo justly immortal; they all belong to the class of poems that make their way at once or not at all. Yet it may serve to define and possibly to elucidate Poe's nature if ifc be incidentally noticed that, except in his single lyrio " Israf el," the theme of his imagination is ruin; and that in the larger number of these few beat poema it is the special case of ruin which he declared, the most poetic of all, — the death of a beautiful •woman. Ifc is of no concern that the treatment was radically different, so that in each instance a poem absolutely unique was created; the noteworthy fact is, at present, that Poe's genius was developed in its strength by brooding over a- fixed idea, as tbe insane do ; and when, under great excitement, some other mode of expression was imperative, it was found only in sucK objective work as the marvelous allegory of "The Conqueror Worm," so terrible in the very perfection of its flawless art, or in such spirit-broken confession as that other alle-
